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6z The Tragedy of Othello 

Or voluntary dotage of fome miftris, 

Coniurcd,or fupplied them.cannot chafe. 

But they muft blab.) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. Heharhmy Lord, but be you well affur’4. 

No more then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fayd ? 

Jag. Why that he did— I know not what he did. 

Oth. What? fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

lag. With her.on her, what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her, lie on her ? Wcfay lie otvher, When they bely 
her $ lye with her, that’s fulfome, handkerchiefs, confefsion, hand- 
kerchiefs : to confdTe,and be hang’d for his lab'our,firft to be haftg’J, 
and then to confdle ; I tremble at it : Nature would not inueft hcr- 
felfe in fuch ftridowing palsion, without fome inftruftion : It is not 
words that (hakes me thus, (pifh)nofcs,eares,a»dlippesj Is’tpofsi- 
ble ? confefle ? ha n-1 kerchieft ? O deuilL Faltes in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my medicine, Worke : thus credulous foolcS are 
caught,and many worthy and chaft Dames, euen thus (all guiltlefle,) 
meet reproach : What ho my Lord, my Lord I fay, Othello , how 
now Cafsio? Enter Cafsio. 

Caf. What’* the matter? 

lag. My Lord is talne into anBpil pfy. 

This is his fecond fir,heftiad one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No.forbcare, 

The Lethargie muft hauefiis quiet courfe. 

If not,he foames at mouth,andby and by 
Breakes out to fauage madntfle : looke,he ftirres: 

Doe you withdraw ycurfelfea little while. 

He will recoucr ftraighc ; when he is gone, 

I would on great occafionfpcake with you. 

How is it Generali, haue you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Doft thoumocke ms/ £ xit C af. 

lag . I mocke you? no by hcaiacn. 

Won d you would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a beaftl 


the <^Moore of V enice. 

lag. There’s many abeafl then in a populous City s 
And many a ciuiU monfter. 

Oth . Did he confcffe ? 

Jag. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke euery bearded felloW,that’s but yoak o. 

May draw with you,there’s millions now ahue. 

That nichtly lye in thofevnproper beds, _ 

Which they dare fweare peculiar : your cafe is better i 
O tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And to fuppofe her chafte : No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what lhc fha.l be. 

Oth. O thou art wife, tis certaine. 
lag . Stand you a while apart. 

Confine y our felfe but in a patient lifts . 

Whilft you were here orewhelmed with your gricre, 

( A paflion moft vnfitting fuch a man,) 

Cafsio came hither,! fhifeed him away , 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafy* 

Bad him anon retire, and here fpeakc with me, 

The which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcorneit 
That dwell in euery region of his face $ 

For I will make him tellthe tale anew. 

Where, how,how oft,how long agoe,and when, 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

I fay,but marke his ieafture,mary patience, 

Or I fhall fay, you are all in all,infpleene. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doft thou heare lagoij 
I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 
lag That’s not anaiffe: 

But yetkeepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queftion Cafsio of 'Bianca j 
A hufwife,that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes ; it is a creature. 
That dotes on Cafsio j as tis the {trumpets plague 
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